SPACE
HPHERE is a lamp within doors 1   Whereby his mother reads Silently, never stirring, Some book of ancient deeds.
Upstairs may be one candle, By whose cool, glimmering light
He leans and sees enraptured The blue, bat-haunted night.
His shadow is on the garden
As he leans out to hear Its light sounds, and more distant,
By many miles less near,
How past the starlit hillsides And the long woods below,
Rumblingly down the railways Far trains creep to and fro.
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